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History of the Discovery of the Marble Halls 
of Oregon 

By E. J. Davidson, Provolt, Oregon 

I had quite an experience that day and well remember 
something of the time. As to dates I cannot be quite sure, 
but I think it was the year 1873, in the month of October. 
A crowd of six, including myself, planned for a hunt in 
the Siskiyou mountains. We packed several horses with 
provisions and our camping outfit, took our way up the 
middle fork of Williams creek along a dim, brushy trail, 
then took our course through the open woods, crossing over 
the divide at the head of the creek, then down to Sucker 
creek, where we halted for a short time and disposed of a 
much-needed lunch prepared for the occasion. 

After lunch we continued on our way, which was any- 
thing but a smooth path. With a big mountain staring us 
in the face, and in many places almost perpendicular and 
no way around, we trudged on our weary way, trying to 
reach the top. Not a word was said, not a breath to spare, 
but all moved on in silence. Early in the evening we came 
to the Mountain Meadows, directly under the old noted 
Greyback mountain. And say, I want to tell you, it was 
an ideal camping place. Our faces soon lost their tired, 
weary expression and lighted up with pleasure at the 
thought of tomorrow's hunt. All got busy and very soon 
we had a comfortable camp — everything in readiness for 
a good night's sleep. 

Armed with our muzzle-loading rifles, we started early 
the next morning for our hunt. Every fellow was to select 
his own direction in which to follow. Something seemed 
to tell me to take the course that eventually led to the dis- 
covery of the caves. Picking up my rifle and taking my 
famous bear dog, Bruno, I started down the middle fork 
of Sucker creek and then across to another creek. Know- 
ing my dog so well, he gave me to understand there was 
something above. I at once, with the eagerness that only 
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an old hunter can feel, slipped through the brush hoping 
to catch sight of something, and as I cautiously crept along 
I spied a large buck with his head well elevated in the air. 
I quickly leveled my gun, holding high on his shoulder with 
a full bead, and let drive. At the crack of the gun the deer 
leaped into the air and was soon out of sight. Feeling sure 
I had hit him some, I told my dog to give chase. He 
was off like a flash and in less than a minute had the deer 
going down the mountain like double-geared lightning and 
into the canon below. Being somewhat swift myself on a 
down-hill push, I was soon at the spot where a desperate 
struggle was taking place. Knowing the fight could not 
last long, as Bruno had his favorite hold on the animal's 
left leg, I waited for the end to come. Soon the buck fell 
and his heels went into the air. Bruno jumped for his 
throat quick as a flash ; at the same time I seized a fore leg, 
threw it over his horns and with my hunting knife severed 
the jugular. It was then I discovered the wonderful head 
of horns. There were two perfect horns on one side and 
one on the other. The horns are still to be seen at Ad. 
Helm's place of business in Jacksonville. 

Everything seemed to be leading me to the cave; for 
as I turned from my buck, I again found my dog with 
uplifted head and staring eyes directed into a clump of 
trees, waiting for the word "Go." I sprang for my gun 
and gave the word. He was off like lightning, while I fol- 
lowed as quickly as possible, and soon found myself in 
front of a large hole in the mountain. I could hear sounds 
of fighting coming from far back in the mountain. Unde- 
cided as to what to do, I stood waiting, when my dog gave 
vent to a wierd, agonizing howl as if he were in great pain. 
Hesitating no longer, I rushed into the opening and soon 
found myself coming up against sharp crags on the wall. 
I soon decided it was a hard chase to pursue without a 
light and, thinking of a few matches that I had in my old 
fashioned shot-pouch, very soon had a light and, to my 
surprise, found I was in some sort of a save ; but losing no 
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time in looking around, as the fight was being continued, 
I struck match after match, thinking I would soon be at 
the scene of the struggle. But no ; my matches were gone ! 
I turned to go back, but could see no rays of light. With 
the deafening howls and groans coming to my ears from 
somewhere near, made me think were I only out I would 
not attempt such a thing again. I finally found my way 
back to a running stream of water and, following it, came 
to the mouth of the cave. I waited anxiously for Bruno 
to come, and very soon he came splashing down the creek, 
and but for a few scratches was unhurt. 

Neither I nor my dog were satisfied with the outcome 
of the fight, so I determined to take another chance; but 
as it was now well on in the evening, decided to go back to 
camp and return on the morrow. Before going I conceived 
the idea of placing the buck that I had just killed near the 
entrance of the cave, knowing Bruin would be sure to come 
out for food and, after eating all he could, would, as is 
their habit, lie down by the remaining part, which would 
give me a chance to kill him. 

The next morning I returned very early to the scene of 
my encounter of the previous day and, just as I had an- 
ticipated, found the monstrous black bear lying near the 
carcass of the deer. 

ANNOUNCEMENT 
A New History of Oregon 

History of Oregon, by Charles Henry Carey, will be ready for de- 
livery this autumn. The subscribers' edition will be delivered to ad- 
vance subscribers about October 1st. It consists of three large 8 vo 
volumes issued by Pioneer Historical Publishing Company, Chicago, 
Illinois, of which the first volume is the history proper, and the second 
and third volumes contain biographies. It is understood that Mr. Carey 
has had nothing to do with the biographies, concerning which he has not 
been consulted. The price of this edition is $40.00 at Chicago. 

A separate one volume edition called the "Author's Edition," which 
will include the historical matter only, will be on sale about November 
1, 1922, at the J. K. Gill Company book store at Portland, at $7.50. This 
will be identical with the first volume of the Subscribers' Edition, and 
will contain numerous illustrations and maps, with appendix and index, 
over one thousand pages large 8vo, cloth. 



